AN ODOUR OF SANCTITY
With a manifest effort—
" I withdraw it," said the other, slowly.
" That's better/' said my cousin. " And now let's
conclude this inquiry. This fellow Harris, whom you
believed to be John Ferrers, my great-uncle's heir
—had you ever seen him before ? "
" A thousand times no! " cried the priest excitedly.
He lugged a crucifix from his cassock and held it up
in the air. " By this most blessed symbol, I never
set eyes upon the villain till three days ago. That is
the head of my offending. I was beguiled/1
" Then why," said Hubert, " why did you teU my
steward that you were at Oxford with Harris some
years ago ? "
The words might have been an incantation, such
was the change they wrought.
His earnest demeanour fell from the priest as the
garment a man lets fall. His face, transfigured with
passion, began to work: he seemed to lose stature,
crouching instead of standing and hunching his
shoulders and bringing his chin to his chest: his
fingers writhed upon the crucifix as though they would
twist the silver into some other shape ; and he breathed
deep and noisily, the air whistling in his nostrils,
because his mouth was tight shut.
It was, I think, his sudden realization that ever
since his capture we had been playing with him that
over-rode the instinct of self-control, while the bitter
knowledge that by this lapse he had given himself
away stung the man to a frenzy of mortification and
rage. Be that as it may, the mask was of, and he
knew it, and never with any of us did he seek to employ
it again.
There was now no more to t>e said.   The man stood
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